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“a Fiery horse with

the speed of light…

a cloud of dust

and a hearty

hi-yo platinum…”

“return with

us to those

thrilling

days of

yesteryear…

as we learn

of the true

origin of the

lone
stranger!”

A small band of

texas rangers are

hot on a trail…
yeah. they bin

on a rampage!

killin’ an 

robbin’…
butch calendish

an’ his outlaw gang

have been seen

hereabouts…

they walked

right into it,

butch!

let’s make

sure they

ain’t walkin’

out!

we

gotta

stop

‘em!

but, first,

we gotta

find ‘em.

keep yer

eyes open…

this box

canyon could

be a trap!

The Lone The Lone StrangerStranger
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stop

shootin’!!

hold yer

fire!

that’s one bunch

o’ texas rangers

what ain’t gonna be

botherin’ us no

more!

Sometime later,

as the sun begins

to set…

“only their horses

are still standin’…

an they ain’t talkin’!”

so this is

what all the

shooting

was about.

w-we… were

ambushed.

the others-?

only you

were left

alive.

these men

are all dead!

…shot from

above!

I’m john

reed. 

wh-who…

are you?

If my

stirrup

hadn’t

broken and

caused me

to slip,

that bullet

would’ve

killed me.

that is

the first

time poor

preventive

maintenance

ever saved

a life!you are

a lucky

man, john

reed.

wait!

one is

still

moving.

He’s not

dead…

yet.

I’m pronto. you

only have a

shoulder wound…

you’ll be o.k.

you don’t

know how

lucky!
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preventive

maintenance?

what’s that?

Two weeks later…
Later, after a quick fix…

I’m all healed,

thanks to you,

pronto. now I’m

going after butch

calendish.

let calendish wait.

PM must come first.

your equipment is in

bad shape.

sorry, pronto. I have

to stop butch before

he kills again.

If you will not

heed the wisdom

of PM, at least

accept this gift.

silver bullets!

excellent, pronto.

these will become a

symbol of truth

and justice.

a mask! this will hide

my identity and strike

fear into the hearts of

evil-doers.

maybe, but it

will also save

embarrassment

when your equip-

ment fails… from

a lack of pm.

being

alone has

made you a

strange

man,

ranger.

alone…

strange…

ranger…

that’s it,

pronto!

from now

on I’ll be

known

as-

…the lone
stranger!

Hi-yo,

platinum!

steady,

boy…

steady.

others will know

you as the lone

stranger. to me,

you are kemo sabe.

kemo sabe? that

must be a native

term of respect

and admiration.

thank you, pronto.

actually, kemo

sabe means ‘man

who does no pm’.

good luck,

kemo sabe…

you will

need it!

Before

long… sorry, platinum…

I should’ve

checked your

shoes before

we left.

ouch! my feet are

killing me, too.

these boots weren’t

made for walkin’!

one

more

thing…

It means 

taking care

of your

equipment.

fixing small

problems

before they

become big

ones. my

people call 

it PM.

who needs PM? ‘soon as

this shoulder heals, Luck

and daring will help me

bring calendish to justice!

no. silver bullets

will not rust easily.

they’re more likely

to fire than the

corroded brass

bullets in your belt.
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As night

falls…

Minutes

later…

this walking is

ruining us both.

Got to rest…

wait! that lighted

cabin… it’s butch

calendish’s

hideout!

It’s them alright!

and they’re holding

some poor woman

captive!

reach for the

stars, varmints!

your killing and

stealing days are

over!

let me go, you

miserable bad

guys! you won’t

get away with this!

now, now, missy…

we’ll set you loose

jest as soon’s yer pa

pays yer ransom!

shore

we will.

Har!

Har!

har!

but yore

in deep

trouble.

In fact, I got

my doubts if

either one o’ you

is gonna ever

walk outta here.

You’d better

let us go,

butch! the

law will deal

harshly with

you if-

you

tell ‘em,

butch.

h’yuh!

you

tell ‘em,

butch.

h’yuh!

shaddup!

this here’s constance

rodD, the banker’s

daughter. and he thinks

payin’ her ransom’s

gonna get her home.

but I got

other plans,

masked man.

ma’am.

hmph

Har! Har! har!

I don’t know

who you are,

stranger… or

why yore alone.
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we’re goin’ to pick up the

ransom money now, so you two

just make y’rselves t’home.

…let the

girl go. the

law will go

easier-

you must be

plumb loco,

stranger!

let ‘er go?

no way!

let’s

go,

boys.

what

about them

two, butch?

no problem

[puff, puff] 

they can keep each

other company…

fer a while.

It gets a

might chilly at

night. so… I’ll

warm ‘em up

a bit.

saddle

up, boys!

we’re gonna

need a new

hideout.

will lack of PM
spell doom for

our hero and the

banker’s daughter?

tune in next month

to the july issue

of PS and find out

in the thrilling

conclusion to…

the lone

stranger!

this’ll

keep the

chill out.

be

smart,

butch…

a burning

building… a

masked man …

I’ve got to get

a social life.

wh-why didn’t I

listen to pronto?

PM could have

prevented this!
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